To a new Tune, call'd, The Grand Elixir, or the Philoſopher's Stone Diſcover d. 


' io 
INTondon ſtands 2 fimous Pile, 
And near that Pile an Alley, 
Where merry Crowds for Riches toil 
And Wiſdom ſtoops to folly. 
Here ſad and joyful, high and low, 
Court Fortune for her Graces, 


A South-Sca Ballad, 


Or, Merry REMARKS upon 


EXCHANGE-ALLEY BUBBLES.. 


| What Need have 


6 


we of Indian Wealth 
Or Commerce with our Neighbours, 
Our Conſtitution is in Health, 


And Riches crown cur Labours. 
OurSouthSeaShips have goldenShrowds 
They bring us Wealth, 'tis granted; 


And as ſhe ſmiles or frowns, they ſhow | But lodge their Treaſure in the Clouds 


Their Geſtures and Grimaces. 
2. 
Here Stars and Garters do appear, 
Among our Lords the Rabble, 
To buy and ſell, to ſee and hear 
The Jews and Gentiles ſquabble. 
Here crafty Courtiers are too wiſe 
For thoſe who truſt to Fortune; 


Who peep behind the Curtaia. 


Onr groa teſt Ladi ee ute nere 
And ply in Chariots daily, 
Ofr pawa their Jewels for a Sum, 

To venture't in the Alley. 
Young Harlots too, from Drury Lane, 
Approach the Change in Coaches, 
To fool away the Gold they gain 

By their obſcene Debauches. 


4. 

Long Heads may thrive dy ſober Rules, 
Becauſe they think and drinknot, 
But Headlongs are our thriving Fools 

Who only drink and think not 


| 


To hide it till it's wanted. 


5 7. 
O Britain! bleſs thy preſent State, 


| 


Thou only happy Nation, 
So odly Rich, ſo madly Great, 


| Since Bubblcs came in Faſhion. 


Succeſsful Rakes exert their Pride, 
And count their airy Millions, 


They ſee the Cheat with clearer Eyes, Whilſt homely Drabs ia Coaches ride, 


Brought up to Town on Pillions. 


ru uch, Why 0 Neaion's Rules, 


| Grow fat with South Sea Diet, 


Young Rattles and unthiaking Fools 
Are thoſe that flouriſh by ir. 

Old muſty Jades and puſhing Blades, 
Who're leaſt Confideration, 


; Grow rich apace, whilſt wiſer Heads 


Are ſtruck with admiration. 


9. 
| A Race of Men, who t'other Day 


Lay cruſh'd beneath Diſaſters, 


| Are now by Stock brought into Play 


And made our Lords and Maſters. 


The lucky Rogues, like Spaniel Dogs, But ſnould our South Sea Babel fall, 


Leap into South Sea Water, 
And there they filb tor Golden Frogs, 
Not caring what comes @ter. 


Tig ſaid th t Alchi⸗ iſts of ol+ 
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Could tulln 4 Bo: n Kettle 


Or Leadea Ciſtern into Gold, 

Thar noble temptiag Mertle; 
But if it here may be allow'd 

To bring in Great with Small Things, 
Our cunning South Sea, like a God, 
Turas Nothing into All Thugs. 


— — — 


What Numbers would be frowning, 
The Loſers then muſt eaſe their Gall 


| 


| By Hanging or by Drowning. 
10. 


| Five hundred Millions, Notes and Bonds | 


—— — — — — ——— ——— v—— — — — — 


Our Stocks are worth in Value, 
But neither lie in Goods or Lands, 
Or Money let me tell ye. 
vet tho? our Foreign Trade is loſt, 
Of mighty Wealth we vapour, 
When all the Riches that we boaſt 
Conſiſt in Scraps of Paper. 


— — 


— 
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